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OU maides, wives, and wid, ws of Britain draw 
1 | 

I'll fing-you a dirty, will tickle your car; 

- HOW maides, wives, and widows now faſhion their hair, | 

With fine lappets behind, and mountains of hair. He 

La la, &c. e 


My lady ſhe goes to ball and the plav 
She rambles all ni ht, and ſhe flerps all the day, Fa 
And then in tae evening to church doth repair, 


With her lappets tehind, and her mountain of Raft. N | 

Fa la, Ke. * 5 A | te 

, n 1 Wh 
Miſs Sally, ſays ſheg 4720 ber ſervant maid * 


dhe wins up the jeſt to. keep ap her trade; 
She ſhews her white dreaits,- and her bubies are bares a, 
With her fine lappets behind. and muouutain of hairs 

EMC. Ar 


There's miller's baker's and op-hedher' s wives 
They'll have their hair dreſs'd to keep up their pride 1 


The landlady ſits dreſs'd up on a par. An. 
Her head ſhe can't move for the weight of her hair. 7 
FDS 


Then incomes the — . $ t all 125 reſt, 
A barber this minute, my hair muſt be reſt, 
And if you dont dreſs it a yard high. | do ſwear, 
The Devil may pay you for drefling my hair. 
Fa la, &c. 8 


Then incomes 0 diitCher? 8 with greaſy and fat, 
She will have her haic dreſs'd and what of all that, 
A fine leg of mutton, aud thovider I (wear, 
= She givest o tae N or zan yer hair, 
"Pi Fa ben, OT | | fs 
Mig 


— 
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Mifs Jenny, they tell me, is wenns 4 child, 


NP. And Molly is left in the fame'ttare 1 fing. w— a 


Iraw 


hair, 


Wt being nigh Midſummer-day, 


and when the young. babes comes into their care, 
They*l! curſe their lappets and dama their ſalſe hair, 


Tra la, ce. 1 2 | 1 


Behold 1 that ſinart quaker that looks in the glaſt 
Her hair doin all other compaions“ ſurpaſs; 
You deform your ſweet faces, I vow and declare, 
You ſhould cur, off your lappets, and burn your 

© falſe hair | | 
ra in, 06 —8 


Believe me dear ladies your all in the wrong, 
| tell you: and xt.at makes an end to my ſong : 
When your hair's Euely drels'd I plainly do fee, 
You luok like an ow! in an old iwyrttee. 

Fa la, &c. 5 


Bere was two brothers. liv'd' under yon hill, 
As it might be you and 12 

And one of them cid ſolemnly ſware, 
That Sir John Barleycorn ould die. 


They plow'd and hatrow'd bim under, the ground, 
And they laid clods over his head; 

And one of them did fotemnly tente; : 
That Sir John PR e e was dead. 


: It being nigh Spring Time of the Year, 


When drighi ſhowers of rain did fall; 
hen Sir John Barleycorn did ſpring up aga * | 
And ſo he deceived them all. 


* * 


Sir John look'd pale and wan; 4 FE 
„ Ihe 


A new SONG call 4 Sit JOHN BARLEYCORN. \ 


* RJ 


. 
And after that he had got a long | | 
And ſo became a {eo . 0 1 


They hir*'d men with Sicles ſo ſharp, 


And cut Sir John down by the knees; | 
And then they ſerv'd him worſe than that, 1 4 

They bound him up in Sheves. | 4 
They hir'd men with Pitchforks ſharp, 

And ſtuck Sir John to the Heart, { 
And then they ſet ved him worfe than that, 4 

T hey bound him on a Cart. 1 


They wheel'd him found and 10und, 
7 Till they fo nigh the Barn; 
And then they made 2 Mow of kings" 
Which they thought there Way no harm. ä 


They ſlang poor John down again, 2 
| Oh! they broke poor John's Bones; R 


| Then they ferv'd him worſe then that, KEW: Ir 
„ _ They ground him between two ſtones. Lu 
Come fi!l your wine within a glaſs £ 
And your Claret ina can; 77h FOR. + 
Come ill Sir John into a Bowl, | „ by 
And he'li prove the better man. te 1 
A new Song call'd the Drum-major 


gung Men and Maid ens and Batchelors ſweet, 
'I firg you a Song, that is new and compleat 
Copcerning-a Datnſel that follaw'd the Drum, 
For the lake of ner true Loye for a Soldier ſhe's ___ 


She liſted Volontier ina. a of foot, 
By beatiny the Drum ereat honour the got; 
T wice as much more ſhe dors undertake, 


t, 


it 


is Cant 
Eor he beats on n the Dram tor her true Lover's ane 3 


Her waitt it was lender, her fingers long and 1 matb 


Fot beating the Drum ſhe exceeded them all; 


Now ſhe's Urum-major and carries the word, 
Aud appeats like a nd as flerec as a Lord. 


As this Damſe] was a bathiog i in hs water ſo tow 
A Soldier from the Garriſon ſo ſoftly did creep; 
Un the back ot the Rampart there he did efpy, 
Is this our Drum-ma' or the Soldier did r. 


When out df the water this Damſel did eome, 8 1 
Reſolved be was to beat on her Drum, 
To beat on my Drum not ptactic'd you'll be, 
By him ſhe was dilcover'd that very ſawe day. 


The Captains and Fofign s all. laugh at the fun, 
Re commende the 6amie} for what the had done; 
It's not for your Gold that | lifted here, 


lt is for young Skelton the young Granadier. 


The Drummers, the Corp reals and Enſign's alfa 


Took this Maid by the hand and to Church they did go: 


Serjeants, Corputals, Drummers, and fiſe. (wife 
All rejoice and was merry with young Shelton and. kis 


ID EN EN " 
The DUSKY NIGHT. 
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HE dasky night rides down the 75 
1 and N in the 1 . 


* _ 


The 


665 DE 
The: hounds all make 2 jovial cry, 
"The huntſman winds his horn, 
Then a hunting let us go, &c. 


The wife around ber husband throws, « 

Fler arms to make him ſtay, 

My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows, 
"You cannot buar to-day. 
But a hunting we will go, &c. 


The uncavern'd Fox like light'ning flies, 


His cunning's all awake; 
To gain the races he cager cries 
His forfeit life the ſtak 
When a hunting we do go, &c. 


Arous'd een echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts for joy 3 


The ſportſmen's breaſt enraptur'd barns, ; 


The chace can never cloy. 

Tben a hunting we will go, &c. 
Deſpairing mark ſhe ſeeks rhe ride, 
His art mit now prevail; 


| Hark! ſours the m:icreants deathberide, 


He ſpeeds his cunning trail, 
When a hunting we do go, &c. 


For lo his ſtrength ro f'imnels worn, 

The hound: arrelt hrs flight; 
Then hungry hemeward we return, 
To feaſt away the night, 

'Then a drinking we will go, &c. 


Nae luck about the houſe. 


UT are you fore the news weer 
And are yoo: turc he's veel 


7.6 
Is this a tims to BH of work, 
Ye jades fling by your wheel. 
Is this a time to 52 a thrift, 
When Colin's at the door, 
Gie me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
To fee him come on ſhore, 
There snae luck about che houſe, 
There's nea luck of ac 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
When my goodman's awa'. 


Riſe up, and make a clean fire-fide, | | 


Put on the meikle Pot 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jack his ſunday's coat, 
Make their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
Their ſtockings white as fnaw, 
It's a' te pleaſure our gaodman, 
He likes to {ce them braw, 
There" s nac luck, Ee. 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My Biſhop ſattin gown, 
And. then 055 tell che Bailie's wy 
That Colin's come to town. 
My Turky flippers It — on, 
My ſtockings pearl blue, 
And a' ro pleaſure our l | 
For he's baith leel and true. 
Ther” 9 77 luck, Ve: , : 


There are twa hens upon the coop 


geen 


The cauld blatts of a winter wind, 


a +. 
ws ws * ah —— bg — — 
55 ITY AM! 
as woe? 8 — 


8 % 


Been fed this month or mair, 5 


That Colin weel may fare; 
And make the table neat and trim, 
Let every thing be bra', 


Irs a' ro pleaſure my goodman, 


For he's been lang awa 
There's nea tuck, &c. 


Sae true his heart, fac ſmooth his cath 
His breath like celler air 


His very, foot has muſic in t, 


As he comes up the Starr ; 
And ſhall I fee his face again, 
And fhall | h+ar him ſpeak, | 
Tm downright giddy with the i, 

In troth I m lik- to greet. 1 
There nac luck, &c. 


| 


They thrilled trough my heart, 
They're a' blawn o'er, | ha'c him ſafe, 
Till death we'. l never part. 
But what puts parting in my mind, 
It may be far aw, 
The preſent moment is our ane, 
1 he next we never ſaw. © 
I bere's nae lack about the houſe, 
There's nae lu k of a 
The'snae luck abou? h ch ouſe, 
When my goodman's a wa'. 


r WIZ „ 


ake haſte gac thraw theit necks 1 Mt, 


